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A P A L A C E_[N GENOA.
BT EDWABD 8PEXCKR.

XIV.Continued.
Reader, let us accompany the three about

Genoa, and see how they spent and made profitableone of those halcyon days.
It is a lovely morning, with the brilliant bine

sky of Italy over head.a sky not so glaringly
blue as ours, but toned and softened, and made
indescribably lovely, by a sort of grayish-pearly
lustre about it, which only he who has seen can

appreciate, and none cau give an adequate idea
i of.and the friends have gone forth for a walk.

For a morning's walk to the leisurely stranger
in Genoa, there is, of course, but one route,
along the street of Palaces.for Genoa, city of
Palaces as she is, and of tall houses, has withinher midst a street of Palaces, as, in Hamlet,
we have a play within a play. And this street.
there is but one, though it is variously named
in different portions of its extent.is risrhtlv

I called a street of Palaces, for, though comparativelybroad, the tall and gorgeous piles on
* either side rise so towering high that one fanciesthe sky is very far off indeed.yet, oh, so

bright and blue, when you look up at it, like the
sky one gaaes at when far down in a well or in
a mine-shaft. From the Piazza dell' Annunciate,it stretches to the Piazza Amorosa, and
called in one place Slrada Nuova, in another
Strada Novissima, and yet again Strada Balbi,
it presents to the eye one long, continuous seriesof marble structures, splendid in architec|

, tural display, and giving one new ideas of the
pomp and show of wealth. When one has
traversed it, he knows well how Genoa came by
her title of The Superb. Such massive balconies,rising one above the other, tier on teir,
like stage-boxes in a tall theatre, each one delicatelycarved, as if it were a parlor mantel or

the altar of a church ; such great ambitious
arches, such lofty marble stairs, invitingly open
to you on the street, but seeming, as you glance
up, to be as interminable as those of poor Pipi.rauesi's dream, or as the stair aloug which fled

1^^^ Tom Moore's Alcipkran when initiate into the
mysteries of Isis and Osiris and Serapis.by
their massiveness and their gloom, sometimes
recalling those black steps down which Beckford'sKalif pursued his way to the Halls of
Eblis; the heavy lower windows, closed and
barred; the columns and pillars, tall and massive; the glimpses of roomy vestibules, and farpiercingcorridors, and lofty halls, now decked
in gold, now circled with mirrors, now frescoed
from wainscot to wainscot, over wall and ceil
and wall, hack to the marble floors; the terracegardensbetween, with groves ofolive, lemon, and
orange-trees, all green and gold.auch green
and gold, too!.and rich olpander, and polished
citron, and, high above all. the over-arch of tb
spreading, luxurious vine: all these reared fat
and high above you and the street, smiling upon
you with a smile of Itav, and showering down

ft? upon you precious odors of citron and grape
ft bloom, the breath of Italy, these; the peculiar
If wealth of color everywhere, seen in the ripe and
K stained and motiied marbles, in the green

damp and mildew, in tbe moss uf <Jecuy, in the

Br frescoes that everywhere meet your eye, inside,
fl| outside, on wall and door and facade and hal

^^^^ft cony and window, everywhere ; tbe churches
Sg here and there, as numerous as rich, and as

j^H rich as art can make them ; the paint, the gildming, the stucco, the endless variety of hue, ol

ft form, ofdesign, ofapparel.all these crowd upon
!,. bewildered gaz«r till he is staggered with

^^^H the intoxication of a dream, and might fancy
m himself, like Aladdin, suddenly transferred from
ft the dull tailor-shop to the mysterious garder
|H underground so all ablaze with magic wealth ol

^^^ft !<» and light and music and sparkling jewel
j led fruit! Historic names these palaces bear

By' too.the grand Durazzo, finest and most super!
K of all, with its noble gallery of pictures; thj
k Doria, with old Andrew's statue in its gard>ti,
B| a mute old Neptune, lofty, white, and cold, pwid
HE the lustrous green foliage, and by the voteless
Hg fountain.

" Tis Saturn in the Hyperion of Keats,'
St cried Helen, when she saw the statue; " the

ft picture is almost exact:

ftr ' Deep in the shady sadness o<'"
IK Far sunken from the healtiL- of morn,
K'- Far from tbe fiery noon a*" eve's one star,

K Sat gray-boir'd Saturn,/"'®1 "* * none.

HP Stili a« the silence roi/' about his lair.' "

ft "There is some resemblance, Helen," said

ft Rupert, "only, this »» not exactly like a path
ft less forest, silent>bd shady ; and Doria stands
ft up, erect, and parless, and contented."
ft " There is pother feature of resemblance tc

ft Keats's pi^re which you have left out," said
ft Merivale poking at Helen, as she watched the

ft. statue^*® unconsciously touched it with hei
K M g'uvev ;.

*E «/bat is that? " asked Bhe, quickly.
I B Zerivale, with a smile, looked at her, and

p- K / " It e-emcd no force coa'd wake bim from his place ;
p JP / Put there came one, who wif* a kindred hand

[ Ig / Touched hi- wide .boulder*, afier brnciitg low
I pi ' With reverence, though 10 one who kn--w it not.

| S|- SIe was a God ess ot the infant world

I W
" There! there ! " cried Helen. " If we ' wake

ft him from his place," I am sure the old here
F would indict an awful punishment upon you for
§ flattery, and have me before the Inquisition for

making heathen comparisons.a proper reward
p- to both of us for capping verses. Come.let us

|: escape. I almost tancy I see his eye twinkle
C aud his fist clench."
jc There is another Doria palace towards the

-a and the Ponente, now used for barracks;
this is one of the first objects that meets the

; eye in coming from Marseilles.as Mrs. Brownieiug writes:
h

' The Dona's long pale palace *trilc:ng ont,
From green hills in advance ot the White town,

A marble finger dominant to ship.,
Seen glimmering through the uncertain gray of dawn.'

' Other Palaces, such as the Serra, with its famous
saloon, all mirrors and marble and gilding.
which cost, they say, a million of francs, and
seems far more appropriate to a New York

r Hotel or a Palais Roval restaurant than to the
residence of a family; although the cusiodt

K.I uif-v bv showing it, and possibly its
wiOi/e owner shares the'profit with nim ; the
llalbi, the University Palace, the Palazzi Pallavicini,Carega, Negroni, Carabiaso, di Negro,
Bricuole, Briguole Sale, Grimaldi, Spiuola,
and uthers.all works of art, noble, wealthy,
*ad sumptuous.may be mentioned, but not

K described. Alt are built upon one general
the architecture is almost too florid to

** in perfect good taste, but all preserve the
Siime characteristic of wealth and sumptuous-

I Hess, and all tend to keep up that contrast beItwten the immense space of building and the

| exceeding small space out-doors, which has
I struck ail travellers as such an incongruity,
I aud has provoked so many figures and com

parisons in the attempt to convey ideas of it.
Heine has even ventured to call it ugly, and
^ys that people cannot sit in opposite doorwajs,withoutknocking their knees together;hut tois is what is called "stretching;" and
when ileiue took what is usually the traveller's
«rst view of it, lrcm the sea, he confessed to
feueh a feeling as would naturally have been

I awakened in his poetic breast, comparing it to
l hit-ached skeleton, in and about and over
*hick the ants creep contiuually. u The streets
,ire mere lanes, with here and there a kind of

or breathing-place," says Charles Dickens ;
he says, also, "It is a place that 'grows

Lpon you every day. There seems to be alvayssomething to find out in it. There are
mvwt extraordinary lanes and alleys aud

'/ ways to walk in. * * * It abounds in
'«»- strangest contrasts; things that are pic
Iurescue, ugly, mean, magnificent, delightful,

w

i
I $

and offensive, break upon the- view at every
tarn." 44 This cittie," quotes S&r. Longfellow
in his Outre-Mer," from a book* the existence of
which is entirely in his quot&vtOn, so far as I
am concerned.41 This cittie jl most proudly
built upon the Bea-coast and f downefall of
the Appeuines, at the foot c? a monntaine;
even as if she were descended doune the
mounte, and come to repose herselfe nppon a

plaine;" which pretty figure, in its unconsciousprosopopoeia, at once adumbrates and
justifies that of Mrs. Jameson, when she says
of Genoa: 44 She is like a noble matron* bloomingyears, and dignified in decay." Mr. Hilliardnotices, while be exaggerates, the smallnessof the harbbr, and the mifi.ature nature of
the view, which he compares h a clever scene
in an opera." He is more happy when he likens
the city, seen from within, to 44 a cluster of
shafts cut through a quarry t* marble." For
myself.after London, for its vastness and its
associations with literature; a \er Paris, for its
life, its nature, its individuality; after Venice,
for its sadness, for its colors, lftr the shadow of
its palaces, and the rippie of its waters undei
the bow of your gondola j after Rome, chief of
all, the pilgrim's pole-star, fbr its art, its life,
its dead, its burial, for its JHerature, for itt
name and its fame, for its g\§ty ami its shame,
for its antiquity, its dust, rottenness, foi
Romulus, and Brutns, and Cato, and Tuily, and
Ciesar, and the poets, and Nero, and Gregory
for its spoils of Greece, its Raphael, its Michel
agnolo, its Claude, its Guido, for its Petrarcfc
crowned and Keats buried, £or its Colosseum
its Dnnmo. Mi Vatican, for. its reminders n

Sylla and Alaric and Gensaric and Bourbon
for its memories of Rienzi t>nd its name ol
Mazzini, equally with its memories of Borgu
and its whispers of the Ceiici-".for all these J
would still take " staff and sl^on " for Rome
and to Damascus and Cairp, also, because o:
the "Arabian Nights;" but^ after these, m]
pilgrim thoughts wend fondly towards Genoa
the Superb.and not so mucl for its associa
tions, its history, the stirring tSrill of memoriei
called up, as for its very self* Besides beiuf
dear to us, as our first glimpsCof Italy, Genoa
has a peculiar interest of its ;*n ; it bears th<
same relation to Italy and It£?iun art and po
etry that old Nuremberg does.*# the medireva
Gothic art and romance, and It does not beli<
one's anticipations when eulWrid aud inspected
Like quaint old Nuremberg, s^so, it has a pe
culiar interest to American eyys, from the fac
that it has always beeu a Bur iher town ; thes«
palaces were built, not by ha£||ity feudal lords
but by merchants and craft^pen, who modi
their money by industrous pp-suits, by trad<
and commerce aud handicraft* aud who wen
not ashamed to owu it. Rye*} great Doria'i
name is but D'Oria, of gf*U. who laid th<
foundation of their greatness in goldsmitl
street.stradi di orejici.and perpetuated thi
fact by their name.

Out of this little harbor sp?U -i the galleys o
the stout republic, manned hi d officered b;
men from the middle class, sword in one h.*n<
and account-book in the othei. ready for battl<
or for trade, as the chance offered. And froa
this school came the discoverer of America
Cristofero Colurabo, son of a wool comhei
And he who looks at Genoa with a philosophy
eye can see the relation betwei* such n histor
and such a city. It Was not the wish to have
cool city, to keep out the sun, and preserve th
shade, which made Genoa wb U i» is, all house
no and streets. Nor was it, ar Heine suppose!

; because the city was built upon a small rock, am
is necessarily crowded. No, \us reason is tha

i their beginnings were small; Wm located there
i poor, and without money, anc sad no need c

room, because they could uot afford to ava

themselves of it; aud thus, ia g£ /.iDg at the city
we are able to recognise all tbu supe-iiapose<
magnificence as peculiarly and houor&hlv thei
""vt. because achieved **7 -underthe guidance of their qw» industry. Th
streets show what Genoa originally was meagrt

1 poor, and mean, and what it nlight have cor

tinued ; the palaces, the churches, the ten thot
sand crowded tokens of wealth that meet th

11 . . 1 .... 1...: .ui
pye, souw IIUW great Uit-yr wtri^ iu wciu^ nui

so completely to rise above this primary posi
tion. The cc .'hs and goodjp-tracks, whicl
in Boston, are politely denominated streets, am
the narrow lanes ana elbow Jorners of lowe
New York, tell a similar tale, and fully as hot

f orable in its significance. Iqjeach case th
. original ring was of iron, rough and rude; th

wearers themselves have pot on all the gol
> plating, added all the filagree and fret-worl
{ and inset ail the wealth and blaze of jewel

which now principally attract u£. And surel
it is only ihe more honorable tp and remarks
ble in the great, steel-thewed Milo, when heaj
pears before our wondering ey^ with a might
bull upon bis shoulders, it" jt be suid c

i him : why, once he was only * tie to snpport
feeble six-weeks' calf. *

But, though the sun seems very far off ove
Strada Balbi, when he gets fairly overhead hi
rays strike down intolerable, at d long befor
noon onr frieuds are anxious fqif shelter. Shal
we turn aside, down into one <T these narrow

shop streets, that look so cool, >0 still, so echo
ing? This up-hill one, that down-hill one, o
this where the bright little sli^jis look so in
viting ? But no.Miss Beale ^*9 tried it one
or twice, aud she is not yet fy.ite so used P
Genoa, and its sights, ana sounds, and smelh
as to be able to find in these lanes, despite al
their contrasts, their life, their deadnem, thei
infinite variety of shape and size and line, thei
gay shops, like the cells in a slice of honey
comb, the studies of life and character they pre
sent, the various features of the various tradeJ
despite all the endless phantasmagoria whici
wait upon them.she is not able to find liersel
compensated for their squalor; the nnwhole
some stenches that steam out of them ; the un

" » i « -t r *l_ it

grateiui signis inej iorce upon me eyi*; 101

half naked children ; the dirty womeu and filth'
men." Why don't they wash 1" says Rupert.
the greasy priests, rolling their sensual pig-eye
towards her; the stalls where men suck dowi
yards of maccaroni, and children gorge them
selves with polenta; the beggars, squalid an<

verminous, with an exceeding eagerness to ob
trade their deformities, their lumps and hump
and broken limbs, and sightless sockets, am
red, raw wounds, and oozing sores, and fester
ing ulcers; the tilth and garbage, accuroulate<
in heaps and piles ; the black lower walls; th<
dampness, and mouldiness, and rottenness o

everything, and the smell of all, which " pecu
liar fragrance" (to quote the words of Mr
Charles Dickens, who is unapproachable in th<
description of a stink) ** is like the smell o

very bad cheese kept in very hot blankets.'
Miss Helen has begun indeed to make the dig
covery of the truth of what she was warned o

by Merivale at Como, that in Italy the pictur
esque is inseparable from the offensive, but sh<
bag not yet quite reconciled herself to the f&ct
and so she declines going' down into a sid<
street. So Merivale proposes a glance at th<
Cathedral church, San Lorenzo, whither the;
go, and duly admiring the singular effect of th<
interior, which is uniquely arranged with alter
nate courses of white and black marble, th<
rich chapels in gilt and maAle, and the numer

ous statues and pictures, they had a view of th<

Holy Graal. From San Lorenzo, our friendi

obeyed a suggestion of Merivale's, and visite<
the Palazzo Rrignole Sale, which contains ai

admirable collection of pictures, a gallery whicl
seemed superb iudeed to Jlelen and liupert
but which suffered with Merivale, for he re

membered the Pitti and the Vatican. Ant
.wvw it waii that our artist felt at home. H<
scowled upon the cuatode, who was about t<

show them round, and converted himself into i

most voluble Cicerone. The " Abraham " o

C&stiglione was pointed oat, also Guerciue'i
44 Virgin and Saints," and some portraits lr

Rubens. Helen paused before a " Holy Fam

ily." It was a simple work, quiet and temperec
in design: St John offering a butterfly to th<

' infant Saviour; but there was such a chastenet

softness, such a beauty of expression and quie
healthiness of tone, that the young lady felt he

eyes sparkle with delight
" No wonder you are pleased," said Merivale

by her side} "that is a work of Felegrim
Piola's, a Genoese artist, and one who, if h<

ihad lived, woald have rivalled Raphael. H<
died at the age of twenty-two.remind me o

k. .a*

it, some day, and I will tell you his story.Piola has become one of my favorites, althoughI never saw a work of his until I came here.
The St. Eligio, in the Sirada dei Orofici, of
which I spoke to vou the other day, is bybim. Mengo attributed it to Ludovico Caracci.
Here is another picture of his, {his exquisiteMadonna.although most persons give Andrea
del Sarto the credit of it."

" What are you gazing at so intently, brother?"asked Helen, as she came upon Rapertiu one of the rooms. " Oh, Mr. Merivale!"
cried she, suddenly; " Have you seen Itiis t
These companion pictures ? Can they be portraits? 'I

" Si, Signorina," cried the etutode, cominghastily up; " Souo ritratti per Vandyck di
Marchese e Marcbesa Brignole Sale "

" And the most admired works here," inter
rupted Merivale. «

''Ah," said the unabashed cnstode, rubbinghis hands, as if determined to do his usual
amount of talking; " Ah, ella ha ragione!F Excellenza h veramente uno conoscitore.'

" A ndatevene, Ciarlone! " shouted Merivale,f motioning the man off with a gesture, and then
, bending his whole attention to the portraits,
i They were two.those of a noble and his wife.
*' placed opposite to each other, and so that theycould look into each other's eyes. The Marlquit-: is on horseback, hat in hand, a noble-look,ing gentleman, dressed in 'Vandvck style'.
- every one knows what that is. The Marchio-
i ness wears a stiff Genoese velvet dress and a
, ruff, and has a rose in her hand. No lovelier
f portrait of a wife was ever depicted upon can,vas. There may have been, and doubtless
f are, more beautiful women, and artists have

represented prettier faces, perhaps. The Fonariua,as we trace her in Raphael, his Saint
Cecilia; Jacopo Palma's daughter, Violante,
whose exquisite face and figure we see so constantlyand lovingly reproduced in her father's
works, in Giorgione's and in Titian's.these
may have been more beautiful, but could not
have been so lovely as the portrait of this MarchionessBriguole Sale.
" She is at the window," said Helen, entran«ed." He is going to ride, and she is about

to iling him her rose. Oh, how lovely, how
sweet and soft she is. Her face and eyes are

just warming up to smile upon him. And I
wish I had a sister like her."

" And I.a wife," murmured Rupert, gazing
still, with ardent eyes. Merivale sighed. "Ten
years of my life would I give for Vandyck's
power when lie painted that portrait.""And how much for Vanayck's subject, Sir
Courier?"

Merivale looked from her face to the portrait,
thf>n back again to her face. It was bright
and warm, and all alive with pure enthusiasm.

" Nothing," answered the artist, significantly,
u "I need not go back three hundred years to

find a Subject worthy of my pencil, had I thride
f ths skill of Vandyck."
_

" Three hundred years ! " cried Rupert, " and
; the colors are as fresh as if they had been laid
p on yesterday. Oh, could 1 be an artist like
, that!"

" It would be worth dying for," cried Merivale,enthusiastically.
p

" Worth living for, you mean," said Helen,
reprovingly. " No endowment is worth purchasingat the cost of life.fur life itself is the

fi highest gift man cau possess. What a strange
g thrill it gives me to look at these old portraits,

in their silence, their stateliness, their calm
j and quiet beauty! I love to gaze upon a pic,ture of my friend. I like to study the limued
, features of him whom I know by fame, or with

whom I converse in books; but a gallery of
., (nr»r»a o noocttra 1 nnH r»nt r»rr V»or*lr for f o * into iKo

. grave! oh, it chills me, like so many funeral
j urns, placed side by side, and each inscribed
r with some death's-head or memento mart!'
u

44 \ at Ysf\ Uy» Kav»« «»»<i t'lMiiiico vlon^
e to closer or been more extravagant in," remarkedMerivale; " what do you think of the
,] gallery the famous eulogist, Paulo Jovius, had

iu his beautiful villa on the banks of Como ?
e He spent an immense fortune in gathering toegether the portraits of celebrities of all ages,

climates, and nations, and then sat himself
, down in their midst to write about them, and

not always eulogistically, either."
r

" Their presence would have oppressed me,
and I would not have dared to write about

e them. I would have expected every moment
e to see them leap down from their frames, frown(]ing and menacing."

" Yet to me there is a certain fascination in
^ portraits^' said Rupert. " I look and wonder,
v n<\w believing in Lavater, and now doubting
k_ him entirely. How true that picture of Ruybens over there is to the life of the brave old
v Sir Peter Paul, as history has handed it down
,f to us. How false' the sweet, modest, sly face

of yonder Countess to her bold and shameless
life. And, beyond that, how strange il is that
these cunning colore should come down to us

r in all their freshuess and beauty, when the
* originals, once ten-fold as lovely, and seemingly
'j ten-fold as enduring, have, centuries ago, been

mingled with the dust!"
" Ars loiiguy vita brevis," said Merivale.
* un, tne contrast ot tnese stately palaces

and tbese life-like portraits with the people that
ordered and the hands that devised them I"

't quoth Helen; " life passes away like a summerbreeze; the rose goes like the blush from
j yonder cheek, and the breath from those sweet

lips ; yet their works and their memories come
down to us forever, perpetual monuments of the
enduring, as they are perpetual admonitions of
change, decay, and transitoriuess!"

" Hie transitquoth Merivale: " and there'fore you argue with the worthy Herr Professor,
P I suppose, Miss Helen, 'dat de ting raadt is

more wordty ash de maker dereof.de vheel
runs a tousandt mile, budt de carritch-m&ker
he cannot so much as ten miles run den ; und
I makes von cask to holdt saxty gallons of

* bier, vhile I cannot holdts more as von callon.'
Is not that the legitimate corollary of your argument?"'1 "Yes," replied Helen, laughing, " aud a

| proper rebuke to all of us for growing so

seriously solemn and sepulchral. What right
have young and healthy people like us ever to

j1 entertain a sad-hued fancy ? Our days are

crowned with roses, so ought our thoughts to

j be. Boque la (/alert!"
8 And, putting her arm within Rupert's, she
f half said, half sung, that little air of Meyerbeer

in lloberto it Diavolo.
' Folle e quci che l'oro aduna
K nnl m come coder,

i Nun provo g airm i tnriuna,
f Che sta lung* dal piacer,"

' with such a merry, dancing, chirruping pirou-ette of her voice, that the Custode came in,
f running, and, hearing her, could not restrain
- his face from smiling, nor his hands from apeplause. This time, Merivale did not drive him
, from the room.nay, I am persuaded he found
i the inau'8 feelings so kindred to his own, that be
» looked upon him with a really favoring eye, and
f tipped him twice the usual tee on leaving the
i gallery. Why ?

"Take, oh boauaan, thriee tby fee,
» For, invisible lo ihee.

Spirits twain have crossed with me ! "

i In the afternoon, our friends took Nature for
» their guide usually, aud so kuew vet rarer joys
1 than the joys ot Art. For example, they would
i wander out from the city, and view it from
i afar; now from where the Ponente comes

>, boldly down to the beach, a view in which the
lofty Carignano lilts the prospect with its beau1tiful lines ; now from one of the terraced, olivesgrown, and vincyarded heights above, where

) with the green beauties of the gardens around
t them, and the fragrance of the flowers meiiing
I' JntA thair «»naf>s tliov cnnll) look down UDOD

b Genoa, and drink their fill of its peculiar lovefliueea. There beneath them lay the city in all
its beautiful confusion; churches, monasteries,

1 and convents, sending their challenging spires
# and campaniles up towards the blue; the white
1 palace* glittering like glaciers in the sun ; far
t below, the coast, beginuing with the lighthouse,
r and meandering with its white road away off

towards Nice; the broad sea in front, frittered
, into a multitudinous Bigarmre of gold and
j jewels.lapis lazuli and topaz and mother-ofipearl, inlaid and fretted over with pearl and
» amethyst and diamond ; near at hand the garfden of Aequa Sola, with its sparkling fountains,

t

its rosea red and sweet, its band playing marchesand sweet airs from Rossini and Verdi, its
cavalcade of stately coaches and uniformed
soldiers, and in among the bushes and on the
winding walks, smiling men, and graceful
women, white-veiled and lovely. And here
perhaps they would stand and gaze, or walk
about and talk, hearing the voices of laughter
and applause in the Day Theatre near by,
where a play is going on each afternoon, happy
and contented in their inmost souls, until the
vesper bells began to ring, first a few faint
notes, then a loud muezzin cry, To prayers!
while the sun, going lown into his golden and
orange bed, loosed the night upon them unawares; for we have no twilights in Genoa. As
they turn, unwilling, homeward, lights peep
out in Genoa, and they can see them climb ths
coast road and crown the hills, and w*ken in
the valleys, like dancing will-o'-the-wisps on
their way to the May-night festival of Blocksberg.And the flashing lantern that crowns
the lighthouse on the pier, revolving, no* kisses
a palace's white fafade with its broad, moonliketouch, now stares them boldly in tht face,
and now flings its handful of rays far out like
pearls athwart the rippling sea.

Or, perhaps it is some afternoon peculiarly
bright and mild, and they engage a felucca at the
quays, and sail way out upon the bay, towards
Spezzia, it may be, or Lerici, or 8estri, and, on
their return, catch the noble coup-d'aetl of Genoafrom the water. The sea was like a lake
of molten gold, so dead was the calm. Above
the sky was blue, " deeply, beautifully blue,"
but, where it and the waters met to Kiss the
sun, it had a pale-green hue, with here and
there a streak of burnished vapor, diaphanous
and lustrous as veil of lace. Unspeakably
lovely seemed the city in this light, a pile of
white set iu vivid green, house above house,
terrace above terrace, crowned by bristling
battlements, and these again crowned by olivebearing,vineyard-laden hills. Over the burnishedwaters were spriukled craft of all sizes,
each with its still white sail set, "a painted ship
uoon a painted" ocean. And this was the
Mediterranean, the sea of seas, where nature
and the magic of association combine to rule
with equal powers. All of the Past that men

love, honor, reverence, worship, seems to clusterabout this sea; religion, heroism, science,
art, literature, all date from here; and the soul
murmurs to itself, bewildered, yet feeling their
import, the names Greece, Palestine, Egypt,
Rome, Carthage, Italy! Should we not reverencethis sea? Two epithets we apply to it,
"beautiful," and "celebrated," and then we

gaze upon it, voiceless, awed, yet with a passion
of devotion. And when we pause to think
over the destinies that hedge it around, we gaze
out sadly o'er its sleeping form, and whisper
with tenderest solicitude Michael Angelo's voice
for his "Night:"

" Me'itre e e il damo e la verg-ogna tlnria,
l\on vtder, it u tenlir, nnV gran veu'ura;
1'ero nun mi detUr, den parla ba so ! "

Aye, sleep on, placid sea; while shame and
injustice last, the soft unconsciousness of slumberis truly the greatest boon. "Therefore
disturb me not, speak low, speak low!"
The late sun blazes at the water's edge,

hovering there, and sending its gold and crimsonarmies o'er the waves; hovers a moment,
quivers o'er the brink.aud sinks. Now the high
coast in all its graceful curves is blest with rosy
light; how softly it tinges the white palaces
with its flush, and seems to melt among the
groves and vineyards like grateful incense from
an altar. The crimson flush pervades all; the
cliffs, the bays, the rocks, the towers, the gilded
roofs, the towers and campaniles, the groves,
the hills, the windows, the straggling sails, are
all suffused with it, and drink it in greedily, or
reflect it gloriously. Then the rose gives way
to violet, the violet dims into purple- bevond
the hills the sky gTOwa vanity, tha aho»«
darkens as its shadows creep out over the liqnid
calm, the palaces gleam dimly white and faint,
the west is dying like a dolphin in whose side
quivers Hesper's diamond-hilted lance, sending
a single thread of silver towards you over the
sea, while from the land, faint and then more

loud, is wafted the voice of the evening prayer,
the sweet Ave Maria, borne on the notes of the

" Squilla de lontano
Che paja il giorno pianger, che si moore."

It is truly the vesper hour, the hour of tendernessand love, and our friends feel its soft.
teuder, yet saddening influences, as they slowly
and in silence acull shoreward. How mellow
the twilight, and how gently suggestive, in ita
faded, dying hues, of the glory and the splendor
just expired! Night drops dark upon the
waters, clouds gather about the hills, shadows
lengthen and deepen, ghost like flitting come
the mists and vapors of the night, softly confusingand rendering mystic in their indistinctnessthe Bhapes of sea and shore, and the
wavering whiteness of Genoa as she rises from
the beach and creeps towards the mountains.
A type of Italy is her sunset and declining
day-^symbolic of her mid-day splendors and of
her eve's decay; but why do I lay profane retouchinghands upon this poem? Is it not a

poem.each Italian sunset? And has it not
been set in colors and in verse often enough.
Claude, Poussin, Titian, Byron, Rogers.
frofane hands, indeed, these of mine! But
taly somehow has a wondrous stimulating influenceupon the art-impulse, and, as soon as
we come upon her soil, we begin to draw pictures.
Nor did our unwearied travellers permit the

night to pass by without providing its peculiar
enjoyments. They were young, strong, eager
and curious, and there was no spectacle worth
seeing that they permitted to escape them.
Say it has been a festa; evening droops, and,
with the shadows of night, they go to witness
the celebration at some church or chapel. Now
they wend their way across the1 bridge of Carignano.abridge over streets and houses, not
over stream or rock.to the church of Santa
Maria di Cariguano, built by the Marquis Sauli,
as a place where he could hear mass conveniently.Another time they visit the Annunciata,the glory of the Lomelliui family, to whose
wealth it owes ita existence, and the pride
of Genoa. The moolight is dancing on the
waves without, the bells clang an exultant jubilee,and devotee and gallant, stranger and
peasant, are hasting on their way towards
the glittering Annunciate. Our friends join
the throng, and so will we, reader, for 'tis a

magic sight to see.a festa night in Genoa the
Superb. Strada Nuova lays fair and lovely in
the moonlight, its long line of palaces stretchingbefore the eye, half in light, half in shade,
44 like the long, vapory opening of a cloud in
the summer sky." Now we come to one of
those 44 breathing places," the Piazza dell' Annuueiata,and, behold, here is the church becMr. ucu.t _ v.! 1- u
jure us. tic ciuci. nuai a uibau ui iigui. \

what a dazzling scene of splendor! The exu-
berant wealth, the tamultnons array of marble
polished and carved, of gorgeous fresco and of
lavish gilding: the hum of voices, the crash
of music, the flash of light and blare of sound
come upon our senses like the overture of a

grand opera put forward with more than ordinaryorchestral pomp. Venetian is the florid *

color of the freseoing, and the high ceiliug is '

one mighty brooch of gold set in an alabaster <

frame. Rich draperies hang in festoons from 4
wall and ceil, and enwreathe the tall red marble 4

columns that support the roof. The saints'
shrines sparkle with reflected light from ten 1

thousand gold and jewelled ornaments, votive <

offerings, a-icklaces, and rings. The orchestra 1
in tho gallery, attended by a full chorus of <

voices, rises and swells and dies away with an 4

ebb and flow of multitudinous melody; the '

deep organ rolls and gushes with a flood of 1

anthem and of praise ; while from the high '

altar, with its band of solemn priests, and from t
innumerable tapers, high and low, against the 4
walls and pillars, caught up, and magnified, (

and magically varied from roof and ceil and J
shrine and polished marble and fretted cor- «

nice, a blazing, dazzling stream of light is 1

poured down upon the crowd of worshippers
who fill the body of the chnrch. Such an audi- 1
ence, too, it is, rivalling in picturesque effect f
the most brilliant scene of a ballet. Kneeling x

in the aisles, standing, seated, performing their ]
devotious with bowed heads and eloquence of t
gesture, a mingled throDg of men and women. c
men in red caps, and coats about their shoul- t

den, or in bandit bats and velveteen jackets.
not that they wore their head gear in the
church, but twirled and tossed them hither and
thither with that vivacity peculiar to their
race.chorister boys, in dirty white garments,

ing cappnccini and parish priests, solemn,black, and straight-robed, and women, all wearingthe white, gauzy and ethereal mezearo, combinedto make it a wondronsly effective spectacle. That eloquent mezzaro, how beautiful,
how unique, how suggestive it was here! Fancythe chapel of some cloistered convent, the
hour of midnight mass, the magic gleam of the
solemn lighted altar, and a thousand nuns at
their devotions, each and every one shrouded
in the folds of the mystic white veil. Gleamingand white, instinct with every life like hue
and sparkle, the light pours down, the orches
tra has ceased its play, the solemn organ and
the thrilling voices of the choir take up the
burden of a glorious anthem. How it brings
a flush to the cheek, a quiver to the flesh, and
awe to the thoughts. An anthem of praise
and a song ofexulting joy.M Thou hast multipliedthe nation, thou hastgiveu it great joy :

they will rejoice before Thee like the joy at
the time of harvest. as thev exult when thev
divide spoil!"

*'Coelum fit aerenias,
Et mare tranquil ius,
Spiral aura Irmu*.
Vallia noatra floruit,
Revirracunt arlda.
Recaleacunt frigiaa,
)'ost qua« v»r intepuit,
Are Mart, StfUa,
Vti Alma Mater
Atque temper Ffrgo,
Felix oath porta
Ave Maria Virgo
KedimpUn t Alma Mater.

Ave Maria

Strange and solemn worship, that wakes the
prayer to lips so long unheeding, and rouses
into throbbing life again the very immortal
part of us, erewhile so stagnant! And yet, byyonder column, hear the murmur. He is
cloaked, even to bis ears, and her mezzuro is
so wrapped about her as to hide her face entirely.Of what do they converse, standing there
so close to each other by the tall red column,and with heads bent down close together, so
that their murmurs may not be heard, and their
warm breath may mingle ? What topic suggeststhat mutual seeking of the other's hand,that warm clasp ? See, now, she moves away.she flings herself upon her knees in the aisle,
bows her head, says a prayer, and signs the
cross, ever watched by him. Now she steals
off noiseless through the throng; and he, wrappinghis cloak yet more closely about him, followsher from the chnrch. What words do youthink their hearts supplied to the music?
Thought they of worship, or thought they," halfforeboding,half-remembering," of

' Kmset w ich we steal in darkness,
And n darknrs* jive

Oh. such kisses.how they rapture
A poor toul in living rain "

Outside there, too, if we go early in the evening,before d vrkness has set in, we shall find
these men, their red caps or bandit hats, in
their jackets or pendent coats, who are so devoutwithin the church, quite forgetting the
pious occasion. Even at the very church door,
they may be seen buying and eating sweetmeats,especially masses of nougat.of which
the Italians are as fond as American schoolgirlsare of u Evcrtou taffy and playing variousgames, mora, and a kind of skittles, or
ten pins, on the ground, at which they are verydexterous. A game over, they crowd their
edibles into poeket, walk into chnrch, kneel,
murmur an Ave or a PaUr Noster, cross themselveswith holy water, march out again, and a
minnte afterwards may be found deeply engagedin Mora, shouting, yelling, swearing, gesticulatingand motioning with all that shrillness,rapidity, and vehemence, which is peculiarto them, and which at once astonishes and
«1as***10 ike ctran^cr ikou^li icaHjf It is UUt " 21

way they have," and not dangerons nor a proofof depravity, in the least.
However, I am able to state that not everyday is a festa, or saint's jUe and holiday, in

Genoa, although they occur quite frequently,and during the entire autumn the shops are
closed and the people dressed np at least twice
or tonoe a ween, ior the purpose ot celebratingthe birthday or the death.they do not care
much which, but seem to rejoice equally over
each occasion.of some canonical benefactor
of the human race. Still, there are days not
marked with a white stone in the almanac, dayswithout a saint, but days nevertheless cataloguedin our young friends' inventory as

"days to be enjoyed without reserve." So,
they had to look about them in search of what
other amusements for the evening Geuoa held
out, and their quest was quite as successful as
that of Perceval de Galles after the San Greal,
or Japhet after his unknowu "parental." The
theatre gave them many a treat. In Genoa are
three theatres; four, indeed, only the fourth
one is ancient, and is uever opened, unless
upon rare occasions, such, perhaps, as the unusualthrong into the city the other day, when
the French army disembarked there, en ronte
for Lombardy, victory, Magenta, and Solferino.
These establishments are the Carlo Felice, one
of the finest opera-houses in Europe; the TeairoDiurno or day theatre, devoted to comtdie
bourgeoise and afternoon performances; and,
the Marionctti theatre, where the famous Milanesepuppet-show is often exhibited. Mr.
MerWale rather pretended to look down upou
the latter, as unworthy the consideration of a

disciple of "high art," but Miss Helen Beale
found these exhibitions irresistibly droll, and,
being as fond of witnessing them as George
was, succeeded in getting Merivale and Rupert
to take her thither quite often. And really, as

specimens of comprehensive, far-reaching, and
nicely-adapted ingenuity, these puppet-shows
are worthy of all praise. Nothing could be
oompleter than this microcosmic imitation
of the great world of the stage, in all its manifoldappointments; aod the puppet-stage had
this advantage over the human stage, that,
being moved mechanically, the actors of the
Fantoccini never made a false gesture, and,
their parts beiug read alond behind the scenes,
there was never anv danger of failure from defectivememory, 'these little actors, standing
about three feet hi^h in their boots, are able to
discharge the entire round of dramatic functions,and their repertoir embraces an infinite
variety of r6la. They play tragedy, comedy,
farce, and the ballet, and, each actor confining
himself to a single part, must of necessity
attain to a rare perfection in it. How inimitablytragic is their tragedy 1 I do not see how
any one can have the heart to langh when
Tancredi, rejected by the hard hearted Serafina,
draws his bodkin rapier, runs himself through,
rolls his eyes, and dies.dying, to say the least,
as naturally as Edgardo in Lucia di Lammermoortwhen he gasps out in the most agonisinglyexquisite of tenor voices.

" So divisi fomrao in terra,
Ne ro.iniuriga ne eongtunir* it Nume in ciel!
Nr cong'iinga, ah oh! Num'inciel!

to li.i.f.jtao! oh oh ! w

As for the ballet, it is a fair " triumph of art."
Never were seen such sorceries, tuch enchant
era, such disappearances, such pirouettes, such
unexampled apotheoses, such anatomical paradoxesen action, such miraculous vaulting,
tumbling, aerial flights, Hantaan monstrosities,
Ovidean metamorphoses, and superb exploits
upon wings venturous as those of Icarus, secure
is those of Hermes! But when the farce comes
m, then is the time to laugh 1 The inimitable
grotesqueness of these Fantoccini would discomposeand set at naught the gravity of the
Qrand Lama himself. Such irate old men,
luch impassioned " walking gentlemenand,
is for the gracioso, the low eomedian, he is, to
ise the words of Mr. Charles Dickens, "altogetherinsupportable." His winks are more
lull of humor than Burton's; bis grimace exceedsthat of Gr&ssot, and for grand, donbleointed,tying-himself-into-a-double bow-kuot
tuppleness, the familiar instance of the eel does
tot tell half his powers.
"And why should she not enjoy it?" said

uQiifaiC| wucu mupciv was icjpiu»ui^ un oiobci

'or her excessive hilarity one night, us they
sere witnessing a comedy showing off u The
Englishman in Italy" Do yon not know that
here is a wondrous degree of signihcant wtslomsymbolically perdue nnder these grotesqueries? It is only the ' Silenut Alcebiadi*1

in one of iu divers and Protean manifestaitions."
" And, moreover," remarked Miss Helen,

looking up with an air of inimitable gravity,
"brother forgets that I am preparing myself to
become a dramatic writer, and we have the testimonyof yonr favorite, Goethe, that there is no
better school for the dramatist than the puppetshow.- He says that the poppets his grandmothergave him at Christmas ' unfolded a new
world to him. This unexpected drama attractedonr young minds with great force,' says
he; ' upon the boy (himself) particularly it
made a very strong impression, which continued
to vibrate with a great and lasting effect.' "

And, indeed, we may legitimately assume
that, as masks and mummery mysteries of Coventryand representations ef sacred history
were the rough and barbarous prelude in the
dark ages of the drama, as it afterwards rose to
splendor and perfection, so these lasting impressionsof the puppet-show npon the boy's
plastic memory and mind were the germ from
which sprung and the nucleus from which was

developed eventually that infinite Cosmos,
Faint. Miss Beale, however, was possessed by
np such abstract notions. She went to see the
Fantoccini, and liked them, as she did not
scruple to inform her brother and Mr. Merivale,
"simply because they are funny, and make me

laugh P'
^

For th« National Era.

THE JV E S T.
BY H. B. NORTON.

Our awn broad plain-land. stretching wide'
From where Ohio's water* flow,

To far Columbia's «wel!iag tide,
An<1 I'erp Nevada'* horns of snow ;

From shore* which tropic billow* lave,
To where Superior', rise and fall,

And rushing storm, and rolling wave,
Boom a deep in nody o'er i. JI.

Though brighter flowers in light may gleam
On Orinoco's forest shore.

And Eden valleys softly dream
Whare Cyndus' sparkling waters pour;

Though scenes of love, and light, and song,
In sunny Italy may shine.

And dnn, mysterious legends throng
Around the castle-haunted Rhine ;

Though many a fairy island lies
Where flows the sweet Pacfic breeze,

And brightly glow the Grecian skies
Above the sunny Cyclsdes.

Yet for our own loved father land
Our swelling hymns of joy shall rise,

Though birds may sweep, with liery hand,
The harp that sings of other skies.

Though here is <een no ruined tower,
No abbey-pile its grandeur retrs,

Instinct with lore of feudal power,
And legends of departed years.

Yet thrre i* food for romance still;
It hovers o'er each verdant va'e

Atid lake and forest, plain and hill,
Have each their shadowy, mystic tale

The records of the fading race

Who trod these plains in day* of yore,
Who withered from the white man's face,
And passed away forevermore.

The records of the daring band,
The stern of heart and strong of limb,

Who wrenched the lovely Eden-land
From nature wild and savage grim

The records of that human tide,
Which, swelling, deepening, onward pours,

Through mountain gorge and prairie wide,
Toward far Pacific'* startled shore*,

Bearing upon its foremost crest
Free Labor's conquering triumph-car,

To where, far down the golden west,
Beams forth the flashing Sunset Star!

The shining plow speed* on its course,
And, with a foot that ne'er can tire,

Right westward rolls the Iron Ho se,
The thunder-steed of cloud and lire!

New empires spring, wherever stxud*
The Saxon's foot, with thunder shod,

And desert wilds, and prairie-lands,
Bloom like the Eden of our God

New thoughts speed on their conquering way;
New light moves forth with tread sublime;

The dawning of a better day
Gleams down the sky of Coming Time.

And while, beneath that brightening morn,
The darknoss passes from cur shcre,

May Plenty ope her golden horn,
And Peaee brood round us evermore.

Still be thy meteor flag unfurled,
And still thy watchword Onward be,

Young giant of this later world.
The broad, bright land of Liberty !

Illinois, Feb, 27, 1860.

For the National E a.

SUCCESS OB FAILURE IN LIFE.
"And so,'' concluded my friend, sorrowfally,

" my life has been a failure." I had not time
to reply to his remark, for ho quickly turned
from me and walked away. But long after he
had passed from sight, I seemed to hear the
words in his own sad tone, repeated by the gentlemurmur of the evening wind, " Life has
been a failure."

Fortune, indeed, had never smiled on my
friend.a successful man, in the ordinary acceptationof that word, he 1 a I not been. Bereft
of both parents at an early age, he was left a

poor and friendless boy; aud now, when he had
reached middle life, he was still dependent on

his* daily toil for the maintenance of his family.
He had failed to amass wealth ; his wife was an

invalid, and death had borne away his first born
child, his only son. He was naturally reserved)
and had never spoken of himself to me until on
that still summer evening, when he had glanced
rapidly at the chief incidents of his personal
history, and had wound up his narrative by the
above conclusion, to which my heart oould not

respond -, for, under all the discipline a Father's
hand had sent, he had held fast his iutegrity,
had been not only a moral man, but an humble

j ii ~i r_i u-
mm generally a eueenui v>un»uau. xiia wurus

haunted me even after I had gained the solitudeof my own apartment, and almost involuntarily,I cried, " 0 Thon All-Wise Father 1 What
is the work that thou givest thy children to do
on the earth, the great life-work upon which they
may enter with perfect certainty of success ? "

The answer came from his own word, " Keep
thy heart with all diligence." The he*art is often
likened to a garden where weeds and flowers
are strangely and closely intertwined. O, what
unceasing effort it costs to pluck up the poisonousweeds that are so firmly rooted there!
What daily care in separating the rank growth
of indigenous sin from the delicate exotics of
heavenly origin! Say not that life has been a

failure to the man who has this well kept gar
den, even though he sing, in very truth, " No
foot of land do I possess.no cottage in this
wilderness." Again we are told that the heart
is a temple in which every affection and passionhas a separate chamber, and that, generally,those apartments that are occupied by pride,
hatred, and all the passions which deface humanity,are well swept and garnished, while in
the npper rooms of faith and reverence and
love, cobwebs and dust do gather; and we seldomeuter these, for by continued disuse they
are not inviting to an immortal guest. But it
is a temple that all may " keep," for love mav
enter her chamber, and there be so busy with
deeds of charity, that it will become a welladornedand comely apartment, where we shall
love to rest and find heavenly peace. And
faith from her window may so look out on the
glories of the celestial city, on the pleasures
that are at God's right hand, that the unseen
world shall indeed become the substance and
this earth the shadow.

If silver and gold have not filled our coffers,
:r ui. j - a .
u wui iuijt uiBtiui:i.iuu» uiiu iiinucnce nave Deen
withheld, if all earthly schemes have failed, and
defeat has seemed to mark our whole pathway,
yet, with the heart thus kept, life has been a
brilliant suocess, a splendid victory, and the
victor's crown will be awarded by a higher than
earthly potentate.

For the National Era.
THE MANNERS OF FOWLS.

I doubt not we have all experienced a peculiarthrill of pleasure, tinged it may be with
the slightest shade of self-exaltation, when, in
reading a favorite author, we have suddenly
come upon some idea, clearly and beautifully
expressed, that h ti previously been floating
in our own *brain, but in so chaotic a state that
we had failed to give it form and permanency,
by our inability to adjust to it appropriate language.This pleasure was mine when I first
read the following sentence in Hawthorne:
" All hens are well worth studying, on account
of the piquancy and rich variety of their manners."Then the novelist and statesmau, the
author of vrorld-wide renown, had studied the
manners of hens, even as I had done, and still
continue to do, as I watch the daily life of our
domestic fowls, as they stray from their owu

legitimate domain, to revel in the delights of a

newly mown closer-field, just under my windo*.It is wonderful how msny phases of humannature they exhibit. For instance, the
hero of the farm-yard, the lord of the harem, as

be struts along on those ungainly stilts. Look
at him! The very picture of an arrogant,
pompous, blustering,cock-o'-the-walk, as he is!
Good sir, deign to inform us, inferior humans,
why you take those airs upon yourself. What
is the ground of your pretensions? You admitthe peacock to be insufferably vain; but
when with immense satisfaction he spreads out
his glories to the admiring gaze of mortals, we
do adutire, while we deprecate the motive of
the gorgeous display. But pray, sir, what can

you show us? Your colors arc brick-red and
oiacx, a aingy wmte, ana invisible green. >\ e

are compelled to whisper in your ear, with
more candor than civility, it may be, that per
sonal beauty is not your dower. And I have
no great confidence in your bravery, albeit
your stride is martial, aud your air commanding.Have 1 not seen you pnt to flight by the
veriest puppy ? As if to answer my inquiries,
Chanticleer approaches, stands on tip-toe, cocks
au eye towards his defainer, and prepares to
crow. With wings partially extended, aud
feathers erect, he opens his immense bill,
and.a clarion blast indeed. Another, and
still anbther, and each one nearer, clearer,
shriller, than before. I cry you mercy! I
yield my poiut, and concede that your pride is
justifiable, founded on the same claim as that
of the nobility of the earth.hereditary detcent! Your aucestry stalked on the Celestial
Empire. You and Confucius have one commonfatherland 1
Turn we now to the gentler sex; and first,

let me introduce to your notice and acquaintancethis lair young dame with the gray mantle
and snow-white collar. Quaker-like in costume,polite though symmetrical in figure, we

recognise no near relationship between her
and tho gentleman that we have just left. Fair
representative of the race of Bolton Grays ! I
made your acquaintance early one spring morning,at our kitchen door, when iu maternal
pride and joy you brought your brood of nine
young chickens, as beautiful and as sprightly
as ever gladdened a mother's heart, and boldly
demanded your morning meal. You were no

cringing, half-scared petitioner, with bustling
feathers and nervous duck. Self-possessed and
dignified, you introduced me to your darlings,
and then with winning confidence came upon
the door-step, to my very feet, and received the
breakfast from my hand that you crumbled for
your helpless brood. I looked on admiringly,
thinking the while that you were all gentleness
and love ; when, suddenly, three daring Chineserobbers protruded their bills on your very
table. Quicker thau a flash, that tender mother
was transformed to a fighting soldier I Quicker
than thought, those impudent marauders were
routed! Shade of Joan of Arc, tremble for
your laurels 1

But, like other characters that we have
known, this young moth ir was not quite as
careful to abstain from peccadilloes herself as
she was to punish them iu others, as certain
depredations in our garden can testify. Onions
and beets, tomatoes and parsnips, that had
fairly got started iu the world, and gave prom
ise of an early aud an abuudaut harvest, fell
linrlpr hpr rpmnrimipiifl talons till tVin sotipn^A
of our factotum was exhausted, and our heroine
was actually caught, and shut up in a hencoop! Ignoble captivity it was, and keenly
she felt the shame and disgrace of the whole
transaction. Express her just indignation by
her own vernacular clucking and cackling, spitefulthough ft was, she could not ; and I blush
to say that she actually attempted a crow, as

with angry strides she paced the narrow enclosureof her temporary prison.
But while she stormed, the sun shone, d»w

fell, aud tables grew.grew b< y >nd her
power to lJKrm.and, at length, lioerty was
restored to the captive.

I am sure I cannot account for the instinct
that taught her the sudden rise in the market
value of eggs; but certain I am, that, soon
after the fact was established, she called her
family together one moaning, and gave them
to uuderstand that hereafter they must look
out for themselves, for she had other business
on hand ; and then, all heedless of their entreatingpeep, she walked away with the firmnessof a Kpartan matron. She sought and
found a pleasant spot, and shady, under a currant-bush,and from day to day she announces,
by three loud cackles, that we can there find
one more addition to our store of eggs. Then
she wanders to the favorite clover field, but not
to seek the companionship of her feathered
kindred. Apart from them, she hunts for grasshoppersand other viauds relished by the not
fastidious palates of hens. In her exclusivenessshe keeps up a continued croak, indicativeof perfect contentment and an approving
conscience.
And who, in these days, when woman's missionand woman's capacity and woman's rights

are so^nuch speculated upop.who will not say
that o^e who is so self-reliant and fearless, so

prompfaud forgiving, so cheerful and diligent.
nay, one who lias proved herself equal to any
and all emergencies.has not fully established
her claim to be the equal (save the mark!) of
the Shanghai enntleman of earlier uotico?

*

A Methodist Preacher Drive* from IDs
Wore..Benjamin Brown, a colored Method*
ist preacher, sent by the Conference to labor
among the colored people ot' Milford and SlaughterNeck, was arreated on Friday last, at the instigationof some of the citizens of Slaughter
Neck, for being a non-resident. He was taken
before Esq. Revill, who was compelled by the law
to fine him fifty dollars. He was also ordered to
leave the State in five days, or again be subject
to fine and imprisonment. It oeems that, be
sides preaching on the Sabbath, he had opened
a school, in which free colored children iu great
numbers were learning to read and write, and
this excited the opposition that was manifested
in enforcing an inhuman law. The preacher is
said to be a qniet, peaceable, intelligent man
His work among the free negroes of this vicinitywas elevating and improving them; but
this many white men are opposed to.never
seeming, while they abase the negroes for their
immoral and vicious practices, to consider that
it is their ignorance and degradation that
makes them so, and, to remove which, intelli-
gence and moral elevation is absolutely necessary.Ignorance ia the mother of vice, and
knowledge ia the father of virtue, among all
classes of men.
Many of onr citizens have since signed a

petition to the jaige for this county for a permitto:*llow Brown to remain and attend to
the dupes to which he baa been assigned by
Bishop Scott, but the judge has not yet granted
it. Brown was ordained a deacon ia the church

...

by Bishop Waugh, lata of Baltimore, and to
elder's orders by Bishop Baker.
A son of Brown was also engaged in teachingin Milford, bat, on receiving notification,

he left the town, and probably the State.
u Verily I say unto you, inasmuch as ye have

done it unto one of the least qf these my brethren,ye have done it unto me.".Milford (Del.)
News.

No. VI.

INKLINGS FROM THE FRONTIER;
oa, 1

Life and Observations among Civilized
Indians.

Foet Washita, C. N., Feb. 13, I860.
To the Editor of the National Era :

Positively, my dear friend, when I began jot-
ting down this series of inklings, I intended
to make only a few preliminary remarks, prob*
ably not more than a column or two in the Er<},
and then proceed at once w»?h a personal narrationof incidents in daily life, and observe- .

tions among the Cherokees, Creeks, Seminoles,
Choctaws, and Chickasaws. But, like an inexperiencedswimmer, who ventures out into *

the deep and swift current, I have suffered myselfto run into a subject, connected with a

train of thought, from which 1 find it hard to
extricate myself. Having once entered upon
this subject, ideas after ideas continued to presentthemselves, and line alter line continued
to fall from my pen, till now I find myself enteringupou the manuscript of my sixth letter.
I sincerely hope, however, that 1 have succeedediu eliciting your kind attention, and
awakening an interest in the cause I plead.
the cause of our too-much neglected red brethren.The subject is oue that ought to interest
you, if it does not.

But I am not yet through with preliminary
remarks. If yon have bean patient thus far,
bear with ine through a few more preliminary
paragraphs ; then, if my subject and my sty'e
of narrative are adequate, 1 will endeavor to

make amends f«»r those letters that may have *

appeared dnil to some.

1 he Indians who iukubit this Territory hare
already become considerably advanced iu civil*
ization. But their rapid progress, 1 verily believe,is owing more to the intelligence and the
noble elf'orts of energetic and influential nou

of their people, than to any wise and wml-directedaid they have received from our Government.Much can yet be done for them. It
is not yet too late to give tk«m the benefit of
aid long neglected. Yet, from present indica
cations, from the direction political straws are

wafted athwart the horizon of party tactics by
the political breezes, I infer that instead of renderingreal and substantial good, ofdoing justico
to the young communities struggling to take ail

honorable position in the scale of civilization,
a party of politicians are conniving at plana
to cheat them out of their territory, that the
area of slavery may be extended and the slave
power augmented. Senator Johnson's bill
(which did not pass) was the first move in this
direction. Time and Congressional proceedingswill show what the next will be. I merely
mention this matter, hoping that the friends of
free labor and Indiau rights will be prepaid

tomeet the issue, iu_wkatever shape it may
next present itself. <

Aside from those civilized tribes or nations
there are many comparatively wild and savage
tribes, demanding the attention and fraternal
care of our National legislators. ^

Having presumed to condemn the system
heretofore pursued by Government and those
who have undertaken to ameliorate the conditionof our aborigines, and asserted that their
efforts have not been so fruitful as conld be expected,it is but fair that I should, in as few
words as possible, point out a system which I
think would prove far more efficacious.
Even where Government has set beneficial

movements and measures on foot, injudicious
aud incompetent agent* have pretended to carrytbcni out iu but a spi.itless and faithless manner.All the best-laii schemes have been but

; x-j if. -1 - »

iiicuuipiHujiy I'iocuieu. uence, ine many tailuresof Government, and tbe great discouragementof philanthropists.
Lt l Government, aided by benevolent societies,at once set abont the work of doing the

poor Indian justice in real earnest, and bat a
low decades will have elapsed, ere we will so>.
new and vigorous communities springing upall along our frontier; and instead of savage
foes, we will havo intelligent, industrious, and
peaceful neighbors, lending a helping hand to
work out our great national destinies.that ,

if the fire eaters don't mnuage to slide out of ^
the Union, and drag our South after them.
Tbe more wild and savage tribes should be

dealt gently with at first, Give them herds of'
cattle, and learn them to preserve and propagatethem. Teach them that it is better to ba
in possession of vast herds of cattle, of hogs,
sheep, and domestic fowls, than to be dependent011 buffaloes, and other wild animals, which
are becoming scarcer and scarcer every year,
and the first important step in their progress

v.u U IVlii/.auon is accomplished. Agriculture,the mechanical arts, religion, and literature,will then gradually, but surely, follow.
Civilization should not be forced upon tbem
too- rapidly, nor should they be placed under
too much restraint. Children learn to crawl
before they can walk. Sources of athletio
sport and manly amusement should be devised,
and presented to theiu, in lieu of the exci'ojneutof war and the chase. Gradually ween
them from their savage habits and superstitious
no:ions, belore attempting to instill lessons of J
Christianity and civilization. 1

In order to carry out a new plan of civiliza- I
tion, let Government exert itself to induoe all, -J
or as many of the Indian tribes as possible, to J
enter into treaty stipulation!*, whereby the Indianft,on one part, agroe to settle in some

country fixed upon, and the Government, on the I
other part, agrees to then and there take them
under paternal care, and teach them & new
and a better life. The humanizing iotluenocs of *

the most simple arts should first be brought to
bear upon the yet antamed and nntntored
savage. As has already been intimated, years
of experience have demonstrated iLst it is bad "** *

policy to thoc-k the natures of savages by at|tempting to force upou thorn the highest ac

<luireuienU and attainments of a civilization of
eighteen centuries standing.

Yet much can be doue by a systematic and
well-direced system of training. For each
tribe or community thus settle*], let there be
an agent or superintendent appointed, aud let
him be a man every way qualued to dischar^a
the duties of his office in this noblest a .Tmost
laudable of all human undertakings. lie should
be solely actuated by pure and disinterested'
motives, with an " eye single " to the welfare of
the Indiau. because he holds the responsible
position which the guardian of smother mams
children does.

but the agent should only be the head, the
chief, of an able corps of good men and women,
entirely devoted to the task of humanizing the
savage, and developing his God-given mind.
iwery oranca 01 inuusu-y, every useiui in

that can be made advantageous to an embryo
community of civilized Indians, should be representedby a master and assistants. There
should be competent persoos to take charge
the business of preserving and managing all
domestic animals aud fowls that Government
introduces for breeding. Farming utensils, and
all the simple tools used by early pioneers,
should be furnished by Government. Log cabins,or small and cheap bouses, should be immediatelybuilt for the chiefs and principal men,
that the common people may pattern by
them in constructing domiciles fof themselves.
Granaries for storing the products of the farm,
us well as sheds ana enclosures for the protcv


